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Author's Notes: 


Hey! Merry Christmas! kinda shorty and kinda darky, but | saw it today, the day before christmas, and | 
couldn't help myselfll Feliz navidad ;) 


Whenever you look at him, you try to decipher the puzzle, try to fit the pieces together only to huff in 


annoyance at your own ineptitude. 


It eats at you, the way he can hide himself from you without even trying, the way he hides from everyone. 
He hides behind a mask and a talent, a public image and a mythos you can't crack for the life of you. 


The mask is pale and severe, and it speaks somewhat of monsters and devils, of things better left unsaid. It 


adds to the mythos. It fuels the fantasy. What you don't understand is why he never, ever takes it off. 


You understand the idea of the stage persona, understand it intimately, what with your career and all, but for 


some reason you never really understood all those people who told you hiding behind a persona could be a 
dangerous thing until you met him. 


Whereas you can slip in and out of the skin of the man who stands under the spotlights and wails of love and 
hate and heartbreak to thousands a night, he seems to live off the careful anonimity his mask provides, that 
unflinching monstrosity you've come to loathe if only because you've caught glimpses of what's underneath 


and you want it all so badly. 

Even when you fall in bed together, the mask stays on 

Its there, goading you, taunting you and reminding you of your inability to tear it off. You find it exciting at 
first, find it has just the right amount of kinky perversion to turn you on and get you off so good you can't 
even speak after. 

You get a kick out of making him lose it, out of cracking the mask as much as you can, so that no matter how 
hard he tries he has to show himself to you the same way you've shown yourself to him, like a fucked up 
quid pro quo. 

He knows what you're doing, understands it the second you start trying, because he's that clever when it 
comes to people despite what might be expected. He laughs at your fumbling attempts at understanding him 
and teases you with specks of intimacy, glimpses at that soul on fire that you crave for so much you can't 
breathe--you don't think he does it out of cruelty. 

In fact, you don't think even he himself understands who he is at this point, why he does the things he does. 
"Why d'you never take the mask off?" you ask one day, looking at him from behind the safety of your guitar. 
Axl's nearly transluscent eyebrow arches, and it's as clear as an accusation as he passes you a mug of that 
delicious hot chocolate he makes, the one he spices with cinnamon and peppermint. Just another piece of the 
puzzle. 


"| don't get what you mean," he says, sitting down across from you. 


The quirk of his lips might mean he does get what you mean and he's making fun of you, or that he genuinely 


doesn't understand. You've known each other for a while now, and even those little clues are a mystery to you. 
"You're the one with the masks, remember?" he points out. 

Except right now you're bare, like you always are when you're with him, your mask forgotten at the door of 
his house, next to your coat and your scarfe and your gloves and shoes, just another offering for this fickle 


god of yours. 


| never wear it with you," you say. 


Axl frowns, but then he chuckles, a low sound dragged through gravel. 
"Brian," and your name from his lips never fails to make you shiver "You're so weird’ 
The thing about wearing masks is that you can put anything behind them. You know this, know it intimately. 


But you never know who else might be pretending. 


